XXIV
MURCIA, ALICANTE, AND VALENCIA
THE way from Granada to Murcia and Alicante is
long and wearying in the hot weather, and indeed
the little eastern cities among the palm-trees, between
the mountains and the sea, hardly repay you for the weari-
ness of the way. And yet, since it is still necessary to take
the diligence between Guadix and Baza, while almost
anywhere else in Spain you may if you will depend on
the railway, to pass this way has still a faint semblance
of adventure, of the romance of the road, the immense
toil and satisfaction of travel, that is so valuable to those
who are, for the most part, compelled to travel hurriedly
from one place to another hundreds of miles away,
between sunrise and sunrise. Leaving Granada early in
the morning, you come to Guadix, a little city in the
midst of mulberry groves, just before noon, to find the
diligence waiting to start for Baza. Dilapidated and
dirty-looking, before the end of the day you find it
a prison, in which every sort of torture pursues you
relentlessly: mercilessly you are dragged by the mules,
over a road that in parts is scarcely more than a track,
through one of the strangest and most desolate countries
of the world. Before you stretches an immense desert,
covered by tall esparto grass, in which forgotten tribes
of gipsies hide themselves, really burrowing homes for
themselves in the dry undergrowth among the sand-
hills, or in the thirsty watercourses that have no water,